her, was a vile and wicked woman. If, in that crisis of humiliation
and despair, I had offered her my hard lesson that she was herself
worth living for as an independent human being, she would not
have understood me. But if Respectability itself, incarnate in the
person of the Mayor of the town and the great banker, had just
then stepped in to tell her that he was her mother's friend—that
her mother had many friends, and was no more vile and wicked
than his own wife; do you think she would then have turned
away from that great relief and reassurance to the fate you de-
scribed to me so cruelly twenty years ago,—to go down, under
the ice, perhaps. Down in the cold black wafer. And next spring to
come up againy ugly, hairless, unrecognisable* You see I remember."
"But," cried the wretched Krogstad, cowering under her words
as if they were blows, "I would have spoken out if I had only
known. How could I tell that such a trumpery affair as it seemed
was a great crisis—a matter of life or death—the instant for a
great effort? She made no fuss about it."
"Perhaps she was tranquillized by the prospect of that reward
in Heaven that you promised her—you -who have so carefully
feathered your own earthly nest," said Nora, for a moment falling
into irony. "But I am afraid, poor girl," she added seriously,
"that the contrast between the Christian charity of your pro-
fessions and the wrathfulness of your actions proved too much
for her credulity. Her suicide is a proof—one that even Christine
cannot challenge—of your destruction of her belief in a hereafter.
You see, Nils, this habit of regarding your little respectable set
as the only people in the world, and other people as low people,
and other people's affairs as trumpery affairs, blinds you to die
great opportunities of life, which always arise in the wider world
which includes these low people. If Emmy had been HeyerdahTs
daughter, you would never have pushed her out of your way like
a bill widi a bad name on it."
"Go on," said Krogstad, doggedly: "say what you like. I am
a miserable hound: a failure. I have always been a failure. I wish
I had never met my damned wife."
"Oh come!" said Nora sharply: "your wife is much better than
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